CHAUCER'S NONNE PREST HIS TALE.       liil

Right now, that yit myn hert is sore afright.

Now God," quod he, " my sweven rede aright,

And keep my body out of foul prisoun !

Me mette, how that I romed up and down

Withinne oure yerd, wher as I saugh a beest,

Was hk an hound,, and wold have maad arrest         80

Upon my body, and wold han had me deed.

His colour was bitwixe yolow and reed;

And tipped was his tail, and bothe his eeres

With blak, unlik the remenaunt of his heres.

His snowt was smal, with glowynge ryen tweyc ;

Yet of his look for fer almost I deye ;

This causede me my gronyng douteles."

" Away!" quod sche, e< fy on yow, herteles !

Alias!" quod sche, "for, by that God above !

Now have ye lost myn hert and al my love ;            J)0

1 can nought love a coward, by my feith.

For certis, what so eny womman seith,

We alle desireD, if it mighte be,,

To have housbondes, hardy, riehe, and fre,

And secr6, and no nygard, ne no fool,

Ne him that is agast of every tool,

Ne noon avaunter, by that God above !

How dorst ye sayn for schame unto your love,

That any thing mighte make yow afford ?

Have ye no mannes hert, and han a herd?"          100

Alias 1 and cimne ye ben agast of swevenys ?

Nought, God wot, but vanite, in sweven is.

Swevens engendrid ben of rcplecciouns,

And often of fume, and of complexion!is,

Whan humours ben to abundaunt in a wight,

Certes this dreem, which ye han nicl to-niglit,

Cometh of the grete superfluite

Of youre reede colera, parcle,

Which causeth folk to dromon in here drexncs

Of arwes, and of fuyr with reede beeines,               110

Of rede bestis, that thai wil him byte,

Of contek, and of whelpis greet and lite ;

Right as the humour of malencolie

Causeth, in sleep, ful many a man to crye,

For fere of beres, or of boles blake,

Or elles blake develes wol him take.

Of other humours couthe 1 telle alf*o>

That wirken many n man in slep ful woo ;

But I wol passe as light/y as I can.

Lo Catoun, which that was so wis a man,               120